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For a year after that was done to me I wept every day at the same hour and for the same space of time. That is not such a tragic thing as possibly it sounds to you. To those who are in prison tears are a part of every day's experience. A day in prison on which one does not weep is a day on which one's heart is hard, not a day on which one's heart is happy.
Well, now I am really beginning to feel more regret for the people who laughed  than for myself.    Of course when they saw me I was not on my pedestal, I was in the pillory.    But it is a very unimaginative nature that only cares for people on their pedestals.   A pedestal may be a very  unreal  thing.    A  pillory   is  a  terrific reality.    They should have known also how to interpret sorrow better. I have said that behind sorrow there is always sorrow.    It were wiser still to say that behind sorrow there is always a soul.    And to mock at a soul in pain is a dreadful thing.    In the strangely simple economy of the world people only get what they give, and to those who have not enough imagination to penetrate   the   mere  outward  of   things,  and